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            About Chasing Connor

          

        

      

    

    
      After a tragic accident that leaves a man in a coma, race car driver Connor O’Brien runs off to Vegas to avoid coming to terms with what happened.  He is perfectly content drinking and blowing through his trust fund until a woman from his past shows up.  He knows his little sister is responsible.  Did she really think he wouldn’t know Brooklyn Marsh was there to spy on him and report back to his family?

      

      Brooklyn spent years chasing after her best friend’s older brother Connor although no matter what she did to try to get his attention he never once seemed to notice her.  But she needs to get his story about the accident in order to boost her career as a journalist.  Connor thinks she is there for another reason altogether and for the time being she decides it’s probably best he doesn’t know the truth.

      

      After a reckless night of alcohol and fun they end up in bed together and realize the next morning they got married the night before.  Of course Aidan plans to have the marriage annulled immediately, but before he has the chance Brooklyn is being questioned by the FBI.  They believe she’s involved with a crime ring that has been cheating the casinos out of millions at the blackjack tables.

      

      Brooklyn agrees to help bring the leader of the organization down but Connor is furious and concerned about her safety.  How could he not have noticed this woman all these years?  She is just what he needed to put his demons to rest and help him fall asleep at night, without a pint of scotch to numb his brain first.

      

      But when he finds out he’s being used just so she can get his story he wants nothing to do with her.  Can these two put their past mistakes behind them and let love heal their wounds?

      [image: ]

      Want to know when I release a new book?  Signup for my newsletter.
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      For Judy Conrad – The second best thing to having a sister is having a sister-in-law.  You have been a great friend over the years.  Thanks for all the encouragement and support.
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          Connor:  Wise

        

      

    

    
      She looked like a slut, but she didn’t care.  She was on a mission.

      Brooklyn Marsh gave her auburn, chin length wig a tug.  Beads of sweat dotted her scalp and dampened her mousy brown hair beneath the wig.  Plus the darn thing itched like crazy.  The salesgirl hadn’t said anything about it being itchy.  In fact, she’d said most of her customers claimed they found this particular wig extremely comfortable.

      Liar, liar, pants on fire!

      And now she’d been duped out of two hundred dollars.  Two hundred dollars she could not afford at the moment.  That, along with the money she’d spent on the green sequin dress that was so short it was almost indecent and the four-inch designer-looking heels, she had practically wiped out her savings.  Not to mention she’d maxed out her credit card when buying her plane ticket to Vegas.

      Daddy had cut her off last year.  He’d said at twenty-seven she needed to grow up and earn her own way in life.  And he was right.

      At first she had risen to the challenge, but then she’d gotten a taste of what real life was all about and she didn’t like it one bit.  She had to pay for her own rent, utilities, groceries, car insurance, you name it.  Hardly anything was left over for a clothing allowance, let alone a nice vacation somewhere, like the Greek Isles.  She and her sister had spent six weeks there last summer.  But since her parents were no longer footing the bill she wouldn’t be going back to Greece anytime soon, or any vacation spot for that matter.

      She couldn’t remember the last time she’d had her hair cut or a manicure, not to mention a facial or a massage.  Those were the days.

      She could barely afford to support herself with her meager income at the paper.  But the Crystal Lake Sentinel had been forced to freeze wages, and she could hardly blame them.  No one was buying newspapers these days.  Everyone got their news online.  The paper was hanging on by a thread.  It was just a matter of time before the doors closed.

      In the meantime her editor wanted her to continue to write stories about the interesting locals.  Like Shannon Silverthorne who had opened a pet shelter.  Everyone in town had talked about that piece for weeks.  Adding the photos of the cute little dogs and cats available for adoption had people oohing and awing over them.  And every animal she’d featured was eventually adopted, thanks to her.

      And of course people had loved the story she had done on the two teenage girls who had accidentally invented a new line of protein bars.  Feeling hungry one day, the girls had concocted a few bars using all natural ingredients.  They had liked what they had come up with so they started making the bars for family and friends and soon afterward were selling them online by the thousands.

      Although she always had fun writing those weekly pieces, and they generated her main source of income, it wasn’t what she wanted to do for the rest of her life.

      She’d studied journalism in college, but had no idea how hard it would be to get her foot in the door.  The competition was fierce.  So she would keep plugging away.

      But her real passion was that she had always wanted to write a book.  So for the past few years she had been writing a mystery series.  She had created a smart-mouthed female sleuth who was sexy and funny.  Or at least Brooklyn thought so.  Candy Cornwall could have any man she wanted, but she was too busy putting bad guys in jail to concentrate on her love life.  Something Brooklyn could relate to.  Too busy working toward a satisfying career to even notice most men.  In recent years, she had spent her evenings and weekends writing.  But finally, after finishing the third book in the series last month she had gotten the nerve to self-publish the first three books.

      So far, not a lot of sales.  Then again, without a marketing budget, how was she supposed to get the word out to readers?  She’d taken advantage of all the free exposure she could, so now she had to keep her fingers crossed and keep writing more books.

      She knew she wouldn’t be an overnight success, and that was okay.  She was doing what she loved doing most in life.  Writing.  But she also needed to find a way to supplement her income.

      She wanted to make her father proud.  Show him she was an adult and that she didn’t need his financial help any longer.  If only that were the truth.  But if she was serious, and she was, she had to get an exclusive interview with someone everyone across the country would die to read about.  And she knew exactly who that someone was.  Connor O’Brien.

      She hadn’t bothered calling him to ask if they could talk, because she knew he would either ignore her calls or tell her to get lost.  And she knew why.  He didn’t like her.  They’d gone out once last summer, an arranged date.  He’d been her escort to a mutual friend’s wedding.  Connor’s sister Mack had set it up.  Had thought they would be a good match.  Hah!

      It was a disaster.  The man had barely even noticed her that night.  It was as if he couldn’t wait to take her home and never have to see her again.  He hadn’t even tried to kiss her.

      She’d never been so humiliated in her life.  Was she that boring of a person that he couldn’t have found something to talk to her about?  Other than about sports and car racing, he hadn’t even spoken to the others who were seated at their table.  So, maybe he was the boring one.

      She hoped not, because she intended to get that interview and a nice fat paycheck to boot.  Sipping at her watered down vodka and cranberry, she kept her eye on Connor as he went from playing Roulette to craps to blackjack.

      Not wanting to be recognized she’d gone all out with the dress, wig and shoes.  Upon arriving in Vegas at four a.m. this morning—she’d taken the redeye— she’d wanted to change her look completely without looking out of place.  She’d noticed a lot of women wore sequins, short dresses and skirts and the highest heels she’d ever seen.  Even though she was more comfortable in business casual attire—jackets, matching pants and flat shoes rather than the heels that were giving her blisters—she’d decided to go for the opposite extreme.

      Sitting down in front of a slot machine, she kicked off her left shoe, rubbed at her little toe and whimpered.  She’d been following Connor through the casino for hours now and she needed a rest.  Hopefully he would stay put for a little while since she had a perfect view of the blackjack table at which he sat.

      A nice looking man sat to Connor’s left.  She had seen him earlier that evening.  Much shorter than Conner, maybe about five ten.  With his dark blond hair, he reminded her of a young Kevin Costner.  She took out her phone, hit the camera button and zoomed in on him.  Click.

      It wasn’t the first picture she had taken of him.  She had quite a few.  He seemed pretty lucky at the card tables.  Had he noticed her at all?  She’d smiled at him twice and had clapped excitedly when she saw him walk off with a stack of chips a mile high.  His jacket pocket was bulging with them.  But she wasn’t here to flirt with strange men.  She had to stay focused on her mission.

      A cocktail waitress came by so she ordered another drink.  After all, they were free.  And with battling her way through the smoke filled areas her thirst was out of control.

      She wondered what all the fuss was over.  People gambling away their hard-earned money in this noisy place.  All the bells, jangles, music and yelling had given her a headache.  And the smoke had disrupted her sinuses.  She’d bought a package of sinus and allergy tablets in the sundry shop that had cost a fortune.  But the medication hadn’t seemed to kick in yet.  Perhaps she should take another dose.

      She dug in her tote, popped another tablet in her mouth and washed it down with her drink.

      Unlike blond guy, Connor hadn’t been very lucky this evening and yet he kept tossing more and more money on the tables.  Of course, he had it to burn.  Everyone knew his family was worth a fortune.  In the billions, if she’d heard correctly.  Not that she would ever ask Mack a question like that.  You wouldn’t know it from the way the O’Briens lived.  Oh, their home was certainly upscale and on the lake, yet they never flaunted their wealth.

      But ever since the accident three months ago, Connor had done a complete one-eighty.  And now, according to his sister, he not only had developed a gambling problem but a drinking one as well.  The family wanted him to come home.  Back to Crystal Lake.  But supposedly Connor had refused and seemed intent on blowing through his trust fund, if that was even possible since he had so much money.  No one could spend that much money in a lifetime let alone in a few months.

      He’d chosen the newest hotel in Vegas, and the most expensive one.  It was called The Door.  Sort of a weird name if you asked her compared to some of the others with more exotic names like the Venetian, Bellagio, Palazzo and Encore to name a few.

      “Are you using that machine?” a woman asked from behind her.

      Brooklyn looked over her shoulder at the elderly woman.  She had to be at least seventy. The walker she leaned on was her first clue.  “Yes, I am.”  She did not want to give up her seat.

      “But you’re just sitting there and you didn’t put any money in it.”

      “Oh, sorry. I forgot.”  She fished in her bag for a dollar bill and fed it into the money sucker.  She then hit the spin button but nothing happened.

      “That’s a ten-dollar machine.  You can’t play with just a dollar.”

      “Ten dollars?” she squealed.  “What a total rip-off!  And why do you want to waste your money gambling anyway?  Aren’t you on a fixed income?  You should be ashamed of yourself.  You should be home knitting booties for your grandchildren.”  Maybe she should slow down on the drinks.  She’d never spoken to a senior citizen that way before.

      The woman tipped her head and stared her down.  “Now listen here, girlie.  I have a right to gamble just like you or anyone else.  This is my lucky machine so if you aren’t going to play then move your skinny little behind and let me sit down.”

      Of all the nerve.  She thought seniors were fragile little creatures, but not this woman.  She started to stand, then remembering her dollar in the machine, pushed the Collect button.  But she didn’t see any money come out.  She jabbed a few more times.  “Where is my dollar?”

      “You don’t get cash.  You get a ticket.”

      “A what?”  And then she saw the white paper ticket sticking out of a slot.  She yanked it out and stuffed it in her tote bag.  She pressed her achy foot back into her shoe and glanced at the blackjack table.  “Holy crap!”  Where had Connor gone?  While she had been arguing with Ms. Senior Citizen he had disappeared.

      She jerked her head in one direction then the other but there was no sign of him.  She couldn’t believe she had lost him.  Not after all the money she had spent to get here.

      The plan was she would wait until he was good and drunk and ready to call it a night.  Then she was going to surprise him and worm an invitation to his room.  She was really good at getting people to open up and talk to her, and she would bet any amount of money, not that she had much to bet, that she could get Connor talking about the accident.

      But now she had lost him.  She walked through the throngs of people as she searched for him.  With his height he shouldn’t be hard to miss.  He’d been wearing a black suit.  No tie.  His shirt collar had been opened just enough to show off a smattering of dark chest hair.  Brooklyn liked chest hair on a guy, found it to be extremely sexy.  Not that it mattered.  She wasn’t there to see his hard muscular body and hairy chest.  She was there to get a story.

      Sighing, she wondered what she was going to do now.  She hadn’t booked a room anywhere.  They were all too expensive.  Besides, the first place she had stopped had rejected her maxed out credit card.  So she figured she would get Connor’s story and sleep on the plane on the way home tomorrow.  She stomped her sore foot on the colorful carpet.  “Damn, damn, damn!”  Now what?

      “Looking for me?”

      Brooklyn spun around to see Connor standing behind her, two drinks in his hand.  One filled with amber liquid, the other a clear red drink that looked like the vodka and cranberry she had been drinking.

      He handed it to her.  “You look like you could use this.”

      “You recognized me?  You know I’ve been following you?”

      “Yep.”

      Defeated, she took a swallow of her drink.

      He looked her over seductively then zoomed in on her face.  The smoldering flame in his eyes startled her.  “By the way that red wig looks ridiculous on you.  Take it off.”

      “I can’t take it off.”

      Before she could stop him, he yanked it off her head.

      He must have been as shocked as she was.  She knew her hair was plastered to her scalp with sweat.  That she had to look horrifying.

      Quickly, he set the thing cockeyed on top of her head.  “Sorry.  Maybe you should leave it on.  You have a bad case of bedhead.”  He grinned.  “But the dress and shoes are pretty hot.  I never knew you had such nice legs.”

      Her insides tingled.  He thought she had nice legs?  She’d never thought much about them.  They were just legs.  They were functional and got her where she needed to go.

      With her tote in one hand and her drink in the other, she was unable to straighten the wig.  Lifting her eyes skyward, she asked, “Would you mind centering it a bit?”

      With his free hand he gave it a tug then patted the top of her head.  “There.  Better?”

      She nodded.  It would have to do until she could get to the ladies room to fix it herself.  And since she was not about to chance losing him again, it looked as though she would just have to march around with a crooked head the rest of the night.

      Some people in costume chose that moment to pass by, hooting and hollering.  They were wearing animal heads.  A ram and a panther.  Didn’t they know Mardi Gras was over?

      “So why were you following me?  Did my sister send you to check up on me?”

      “No.”

      “Aidan sent you?”

      Shaking her head, she lifted her weight off one foot to give it a rest.  She couldn’t wait to toss the heels in the trash.

      “If my family didn’t send you, then what are you doing here?  And why have you been following me?”

      She supposed it wouldn’t hurt to tell a teeny lie.  “Actually, Mack mentioned you were out here in Vegas and I thought what fun!  I’ve never been to Vegas.  So I decided to fly out, follow you around, see what there was to do.”

      “Cut the crap, Brooklyn,” he said in a demanding tone.  Her smile faded and she almost confessed the reason she had come when he added, “I know Mack sent you because she’s worried about me.  Well, tell her I’m fine.  I don’t need a babysitter.”

      “Yeah, I figured you wouldn’t believe me.”

      He tossed back the rest of his drink.  “Well, it’s been fun.  Say hello to everyone back home for me.”  Turning on his heel, he started to walk away.

      She couldn’t let him leave now.  “Connor, wait!”  He stopped walking just as she ran around and blocked his path.  “Aren’t you going to show me around?  Show me what all the hype is about?”

      “Sorry, kid.  You wouldn’t be able to keep up.”

      “I can keep up.  I can run with the big dogs.”  She smiled at him, but he didn’t return her smile.  “You know what I mean.  Just tell me what your plans are for tonight and I’ll just follow along.  You won’t even know I’m there.”

      He stared at her like she had two heads.  “First I plan to eat something, then I intend to get good and drunk, then I was thinking I might be ready for a little female companionship.”

      “I’m in,” she said without so much as blinking at him.

      Narrowing his eyes, he looked at her as if he was going to call her bluff then he laughed.  “Darling, you had better be careful or you’re going to get swallowed up by a shark.  You shouldn’t be wandering around here by yourself anyway.  Somebody could slip something into your drink and you’d be upstairs with those sexy legs over some guy’s shoulders.”

      Her eyes widened in shock but she pretended not to be alarmed.  “But I’m not by myself.  I’m with you.”

      “No.  You’re not.”  He turned and started walking again.

      Brooklyn raced to keep up with him.  He was headed for the front door of the hotel.  His legs were so long she practically had to run in her heels.  “Please, Connor.  Take me with you.”

      He stopped again just outside the hotel doors.  “Did you not hear me?  I said I wanted to get drunk and then pick up a woman to share my bed.  I don’t see you doing either of those things.  So get lost.”

      He handed the valet a fifty along with his empty glass.

      “Thanks, Mr. O’Brien.  Your car is all ready to go.”  The kid disappeared around the corner.  In less than a minute he pulled up in a sleek red convertible.

      “Wow!” she said, impressed.  She elbowed Connor.  “When did you get a Ferrari?”

      Scowling at her, he said, “I won it in a poker game a few weeks ago.”  He walked around to the driver’s side of the car, clapped the valet on the back and got in.

      Brooklyn didn’t waste a moment.  She shoved her drink at a man passing by.  Then she hopped in the passenger side of the Ferrari, dropping her tote at her feet.  Connor shot her a dirty look and shoved the car into gear before she had a chance to buckle her seatbelt.

      “Hold on,” he said.  “You’re about to have the night of your life.”

      Oh, boy.  She held onto her seat with one hand and the wig with the other as the April wind slapped against her face.  Not that she cared about losing the wig, but if it did blow away in the wind, she might scare someone with her disastrous hair beneath.

      Connor whipped in and out of traffic, going way over the speed limit, she was sure.  Pretending not to be frightened, she smiled at him, but he only drove faster.

      “Should you be driving?” she shouted to be heard.

      “That’s what I do for a living.”

      Not for the past three months.  After the accident, which had left a man in a coma, Connor hadn’t raced since.  “I meant since you’ve been drinking.  Do you really think it’s a good idea?”

      He jerked the car to the side of the road and brought it to an abrupt stop, nearly sending her through the windshield.  “Get out!”

      “What?  Why?”

      “Because I don’t need a lecture.  If you’re going to ride in my car, hang out with me tonight, keep your lip zipped.”

      “Okay.”  She dragged her fingers across her lip as if to zip it up.  Before he pulled out into traffic again, she managed to fasten her seatbelt.  She wasn’t sure if it was the prospect of being kicked out of his car or the alcohol that was melting into her bones, but she kept quiet.  She had no idea where they were headed but she trusted Connor to get her there in one piece.  He was a race car driver, after all.

      [image: ]

      Connor still couldn’t believe his sister had sent her best friend Brooklyn Marsh to spy on him.  What was the deal, exactly?  Was she supposed to watch and report back to the family or was she sent there to save him from himself?  And if it was the latter, how the hell did Mack think that little wisp of a girl was going to do anything to change his ways, let alone save him?

      He didn’t need anyone’s help.  He was fine.  He had just needed some time alone, away from all the sad faces.  He couldn’t stand it anymore, so he’d decided to have a little fun, take his mind off the accident.  No more, “How are you doing, Connor?”  “Are you all right?”  “The accident wasn’t your fault, Connor.”  “Don’t blame yourself.”  “Maybe you should talk to someone.”

      Maybe you should all shut up and mind your own business.

      He’d fucking run over a man.  A husband and father of three.  Jeff Barbato was nothing more than a vegetable now.  Had been in a coma for three long months and there was no sign he was ever going to recover.

      Connor had heard Barbato’s wife Stacy had hired a panel of outside physicians to examine Jeff and his medical records before she made the decision whether or not to pull the plug.

      What a nightmare!

      The accident was the first thing he thought about when he woke each day.  And it had been the last thing on his mind each night.  Until he’d come out to Vegas and started hitting the bottle pretty hard.  Now he had no idea what he thought about before drifting off to sleep, or if he thought of anything at all.  He simply didn’t remember.

      Now here he was, with Brooklyn Marsh beside him.  She’d been so eager to spend time with him, even when he’d said he wanted a woman to share his bed.  Had she understood what he had meant by that?  Did she want to sleep with him?

      She wasn’t what he would call beautiful, but that was because she did nothing to enhance her appearance.  If she had, he had never witnessed it.  Her smoky gray eyes didn’t belong on that quiet subdued face.  If he had to guess she was the type of woman who tried not to draw attention to herself and he was puzzled as to why.  She always dressed conservatively and never showed her legs.  At least he had never seen them before tonight.  Hell, he didn’t even know she had legs.

      Wondering if he was going to wake up beside a naked Ms. Marsh in the morning, he glanced at her appendages, at the tops of her creamy bare thighs where the skimpy green sequin dress rode high.  His gaze bounced from watching the road to the rest of her body.  She didn’t have much in the breast department, but that was okay.  Her legs and curvy behind made up for it.  He thought about Brooklyn wrapping those shapely legs around him and then quickly banished the thought.

      Who was he kidding?  Brooklyn was Mack’s closest friend.  Not going to happen.  She’d been coming around the O’Brien house since she was about six years old, when she and Mack had first become friends in grade school.  She’d always been so annoying.  So why hadn’t he left her at the curb?

      He knew the answer.  He liked getting her riled.  She was such a prim and proper little thing.  He couldn’t imagine her getting drunk or, even better, getting down and dirty.

      He pictured her naked, shy, trying to cover herself.  That brought a half smile to his lips.  Was she a screamer?  Probably not.  Prim and proper girls didn’t scream.  Too bad.  He’d give anything to see her in the throes of orgasm, calling out his name as her tiny body convulsed.

      “Look out!” Brooklyn screamed beside him.

      Connor swerved to avoid a cab that had pulled out in front of him.  Asshole!  Was he trying to kill someone?

      “Where was your head?” she asked, holding a hand to her chest.

      “What?”  He slowed down a bit, tried to rid his mind of lewd thoughts.

      “You had this weird look on your face, like you were thinking about something other than driving.  Like a fat juicy steak.”  She paused for a moment.  “Speaking of steak, I haven’t eaten since this morning.  Are you hungry?”

      Good thing she had been looking at his face and not down at his crotch.

      “Yes, I’m hungry.”  But not for steak.

      [image: ]

      “Why the hell didn’t you follow her?” Shields asked Crowley the minute he came out of the hotel.

      “In what?  My bat mobile?  Did you see the way that guy took off?  There was no way a cab was going to be able to keep up with him.”

      Shields swore and stomped his foot on the concrete walk.

      “It’s okay,” Crowley said.  “I saw the valet grab that dude’s Ferrari.  Maybe he knows who the guy is.  And from there we might get a lead on the girl.”

      “Something about that guy looked familiar.”  Shields scratched his head, frowning when he still couldn’t place him.  “You’re right.  Let’s go talk to the valet.  We need to find that girl.”
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      “Where are we?” Brooklyn asked as Connor pulled up in front of his favorite steakhouse.  He had eaten here several times a week for the past few months.

      “You said you were hungry.  This place has the best steaks in town.”  Two valets came rushing over to open their car doors.  Connor handed the guy a twenty.  “There’s another fifty if I get it back without a scratch on it.”

      “You got it, Mr. O’Brien.”

      Connor joined Brooklyn on the sidewalk.

      “Everyone seems to know you,” she said.

      “That’s only because I tip well.”

      The doorman held the twelve-foot high glass door open, allowing them to pass.  Connor walked up to the hostess station and winked at the pretty blonde behind the counter.

      “How are you doing, darlin’?”  The smell of roasted garlic and chargrilled meat made his mouth water.

      “Fine, Mr. O’Brien.  We’re pretty busy tonight, but let me see if I can find you a table.”  She glanced over a seating chart and smiled.  “You’re in luck.  I have a table near a window on the second floor.”

      “That sounds perfect.”  He slipped her a twenty and followed her up the staircase, keeping his eyes on her sexy bottom the entire flight.

      Once he and Brooklyn were seated at the cozy table for two, Brooklyn railed on him.  “Why do men do that?”

      “Do what?” he asked, gazing out the window at the city lights.

      “Stare at women’s behinds?”

      “I have no idea what you’re talking about,” he said, pushing his menu aside.  He already knew what he wanted.

      “Don’t act innocent.  I saw you.”  She rolled her eyes, reached for the menu that was bigger than her.  “It’s disgusting.”

      “Some women take it as a compliment.”

      She peered around the menu and gave him a sour smile.  “Baloney.”

      “Just because you don’t like men staring at your body doesn’t mean all women feel the same way.”  He noticed the way some of the scantily dressed women had smiled at him as they were being seated.

      “And just how would you know what I like and don’t like?  I’ve known you for twenty years and you still don’t know anything about me.  You barely speak to me when I’m around, let alone look at me.  In fact, this is the most we’ve spoken in years.”

      Connor narrowed his eyes.  “Jeez, Brooklyn, I always assumed you were trying to thwart male attention with your dowdy wardrobe.  If I had known you wanted me to look at you, I would have obliged.  Especially if you had worn something like you’re wearing now.  That dress makes it a little hard not to stare at those sexy legs and your curvy ass.”

      Her face colored.  But instead of being offended, she seemed hurt.  “You think my clothes are dowdy?  I’ve always tried to go for the professional look so people would take me more seriously.”

      “You couldn’t be more serious if you were a funeral director.”

      She blinked at him then hid behind her menu again.  Were those tears he had seen in her charcoal eyes?

      “Hey, lighten up.  We’re supposed to be having fun, remember?  This is your big night out on the town.  Let’s not spoil it by arguing about your lack of style.”

      She set the menu on the table.  “I need to use the ladies’ room.  Can you please order for me?  Wait,” she said raising a hand.  “Are you buying?”

      Connor nodded.

      “Good, then order me a filet, medium rare, a loaded baked potato and a salad with Ranch.  No onions.  Oh, and a vodka and cranberry.  Not too strong.”

      “That’s a sissy drink.  Where’s your sense of adventure?  How about trying one of their martinis or specialty cocktails?  They have a dozen different ones,” he said, nodding to the drink menu.

      “Fine.”  She jabbed her finger at one in the middle.  “Order me this one.”

      Surprised, Connor simply said, “Okay.  And while you’re in the ladies’ room, do something about that bird nest on your head.”

      Without saying a word, she turned and marched off in her high heels.  Connor stared at her ass and legs until she disappeared around the corner.  Did women really think men were disgusting for looking at their asses?  Probably.

      Had he hurt her feelings when he’d picked on her non-fashion sense?  He was only trying to be honest with her.  The woman lacked sex appeal.  It was as simple as that.  Although he hadn’t used those exact words.

      Checking out the drink menu, he read the ingredients listed in the one she had asked him to order.  Rum, vodka, gin, tequila . . . Whoa!  She was going to fall on her sweet little ass tonight.
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      Brooklyn stared at herself in the mirror and yanked the ugly wig off her head.  Sighing, she tossed it in the nearest trash can.  There went two hundred dollars down the drain.  Connor was right.  It had looked ridiculous on her.  And he’d also been right about her having a bad case of bedhead.  What was she going to do now?

      She ran her hands through her hair, trying to give it a little oomph but it wasn’t working.  Digging through her tote she was thankful she had packed a hairbrush.  But the more she played with her hair the worse it looked.

      “Try dampening it,” the woman beside her said with a shrug as she dried her hands on a paper towel.  “I’m a hair stylist.”

      The stylist’s hair looked fabulous.  But it had probably taken her hours to get it that way.  Brooklyn frowned.  “I’m afraid I’m clueless when it comes to hair.  And I need to get back to my table.”

      “Can I?” she asked, reaching for Brooklyn’s brush.  “I’m Darlene.”

      “Brooklyn,” she said with a smile.

      “You’re lucky.  I happen to have some dry shampoo in my bag.  That always works wonders.  We’ll have you looking great in a jiffy.”

      Ten minutes later Brooklyn barely recognized herself.  Darlene had some makeup samples with her and had artfully applied mascara, blush and lipstick to Brooklyn’s plain face.  She looked fabulous.  So fabulous she couldn’t stop smiling at herself in the mirror.

      “Honey, your boyfriend is going to fall over when he sees you.”

      “He’s not my boyfriend.  He’s just some guy who’s never noticed me before.”  She studied herself again, wondering why that was.  Something was missing.  She grabbed a few paper towels and wadded them into balls.  Stuffing them into the cups of her bra, she then lifted her breasts so she had a little cleavage in the low-cut dress.

      “Well, trust me, he’s going to notice you now.  Go on, girl,” Darlene said with a wave of her hand.  “You’ve kept him waiting long enough.”

      With a final tug at her dress, she walked out of the restroom full of confidence.

      [image: ]

      What the hell was taking her so long?  Connor picked up his scotch, took a large swallow and nearly choked seeing the woman in the green sequin dress sashaying toward him.  Was that Brooklyn?  Holy shit!

      She had transformed from a caterpillar to a butterfly in a matter of minutes.  Gone was the plain girl with the mousy brown hair.

      She held his gaze with those expressive smoky eyes until she reached the table.  She stood, waiting, as if she expected him to do something, say something.  Then remembering his manners he jumped to his feet and pulled out the chair for her.

      “Thank you.”  She set her bag on the floor and reached for the cocktail he’d ordered for her.  As she sucked through the straw, Connor noticed her eyes water.

      “Too strong?”

      “No,” she managed to choke out.  “It’s just right.”

      “You look nice.  Or am I not to compliment you?  I don’t want to disgust you.”

      “I like compliments the same as all women do.”

      He nodded, dropped his gaze to her cleavage and breasts.  “Can I ask where you got those things?”

      “Now you’re being disgusting.”  She took another drink.

      “I’m curious is all.  I mean, you didn’t have them when you went to the ladies’ room and now here they are, staring me in the face.”  Did she think he wouldn’t notice?

      Ignoring him, she took a heel of crusty bread from the basket and spread the herbed butter on it.  “Mmmm,” she said, holding the bread between her lips and batting her mascara coated lashes.  “Try a piece.”

      Yeah, he’d like to try a piece all right.  He wanted to strip that tiny scrap of a dress off her, toss her on her back and drive into her.  But to get his mind off her new sexy look, he ordered another round of drinks from a passing server.

      “I’m good, thanks,” Brooklyn said, flashing her palm.

      “You said you could run with the big dogs.  Drink up.”

      “Fine.  But I have to warn you.  Usually two drinks are my limit and I’ve already had more than that.”

      “Oh, no.  What will happen if you have another one?  Will you turn into a pumpkin?”

      “No, but I might get drunk enough to let you have your way with me.  Then again, you’re probably not interested.”  She shrugged.  “Your loss.”

      Was she coming on to him?  Teasing him?  Flirting with him?  Of course she was.  But there was no way Little Miss Tight Ass was going to drop her panties for him or anyone else.  Not tonight anyway.

      Because after a few more sips of that drink she was going to be under the table.  Then he would see her back to her hotel, dump her in her room, and that would be the last he would have to see of Ms. Brooklyn Marsh.
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      “Ohmigod!  This is so much fun,” Brooklyn squealed with delight, jumping up and down.  “I love craps!”  With her slur it sounded more like she had said, “I love cwaps!”

      “You do know I’m losing, don’t you?” Connor explained.

      “It’s only money, and you have plenty.”  She finished off her drink and waved at a cocktail waitress.

      “Maybe you should slow down.  I thought you were a two-drink girl?”

      She waggled a hand.  “Pish posh.  Or whatever they say.”  She giggled.  “That was the old Brooklyn.  She was so boring.  No wonder you never liked her.”

      She was drunk, and yet she was still going strong.  He had to hand it to her.  She actually could run with the big dogs.  It was nearly two a.m. and she didn’t want the party to end.  Of course he wasn’t feeling any pain either.

      He picked up the dice, let her blow on them for luck and tossed them onto the table.  Again she clapped and jumped up and down.  Although he’d just lost two hundred dollars on a single roll.

      He’d had enough for one night.  “Let’s take a walk.  Get some fresh air.”

      “My feet are killing me,” she whined.  “Do you care if I change into fit fops?  I mean flip fops.  You know what I mean.”

      “Suit yourself.”

      She reached into her bag and pulled out a pair of hot pink rubber shoes.  She held onto him for support as she kicked off the heels and tried to slide her feet into the flip flops.  Something wasn’t working.

      “You have them on the wrong feet,” he said and knelt on the floor to help her make the switch.

      She leaned over, resting on his shoulder as he tried to get her to lift her foot.  “That’s it,” he said, loving the feel of her smooth silky leg.  “Now the other one.  Good girl.”

      “Why don
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